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It is Karl, the Kaiser,
He whose almighty hand
For centuries untold
Has ruled this German land,

By Rudesheim there sparkles
Athwart the river spread,
A path of moonlit gold
For royal feet to tread.

The shadow crosses slow,
And slow, to shrive the math,
Karl passes through the land
With blessings in his path.

Then turns he back to Aachen
And sleeps unseen by men
Till woke at harvest-home
By scent of grapes again.

While I was a prisoner of war in Turkey I met various
types of German officer. One, a big-bellied commissariat
captain, spoke vauntingly of what Germany would do
"after Hindenburg had smashed the English on the
Somme."

"Don't imagine we are going to invade England/' said
this Falstaff of a fellow, " You will be quite free to have
the sort of government you like, provided you hand over
your fleet and dismantle your building yards. We won't
let you starve, even though you have been trying to starve
us. In fact, well lend you money to buy food; for you
won't be quite so rich without your Empire/'

But Falstaff, and some others, never effaced my first
impressions. What is written upon the mind of boyhood
remains, and I cannot think of Germans except as friends.

I saw the slump of currency in Munich in 1923, and